TRAVEL IN THE  HADHRAMAUT

my dismay I retired to bed with a sudden attack of fever, and D. was assaulted
in bed (short of bedclothes which had gone on with the luggage) by an
outsize in beetles. The creature has now gone to its eternal home in the
British Museum, but I do not think I am exaggerating if I say that from
horn to tail it was four inches long.

Mercifully my attack of fever was practically over in the morning and
we were soon ready to start. We found Sultan Salim outside and the court
photographer armed with his large camera. This 'was our third heavy
engagement with him; we felt as if we were film stars. We were taken on
the steps, under die trees and beside the cars, but at last it was over. We got
into the cars' and, committed to the peace and safety of Allah, drove off
through the western gate.

As far as Harshiat the road was familiar and a few minutes later we saw
another village and were surprised to hear that it was Tila. Down in the
wadi bed our camels and donkeys were waiting for us, but it took us an
hour and a quarter to get away. Loads were sorted again, donkeys were
saddled and there was the usual general uproar. Hassan, who for weeks
had been talking of the cold he was to experience in the highlands, had
discussed the possibilities of oiling his body or of painting it with indigd.
As he had brought woollen undies, overcoats and thick English suitings,
we thought these enough and vetoed the oil and the indigo. He had,
however, been told that honey was excellent for keeping out the cold
and thereupon produced a tin of it. We were soon to curse this tin most
heartily, all day and every day, for our cherished belongings became sticky
with its leaking contents. But the immediate question was that Hassan
had not shown his tin of honey to the beduin when they sized up the luggage,
and excess-luggage charges were demanded. However all these questions
were ultimately settled and we left Tila at noon with a caravan of four
camels, one mule and eleven donkeys.

Sultan Salim had sent with us Salih' Ali al Khulaqi and Salim bin Miftah,
a slave sergeant of artillery, to assist us in all our doings and accompany us
till we should come back to MukaUa. The former rode and the latter
went with us, every inch of our way, on foot. The two porters were
Bukheit bin Mansur a&d Muhammad. Bukheit also stayed with us all
through the journey but Muhammad, as will be told kter, ran away.

Tie chief of our beduin was Sa'id bin 'Umar Ba 'Ubeita ar Rasbidi as
Seibani, one of the most lovable of his kind we had ever met. He was nof
given to the shouting and screaming of the oth$r beduin, but was quiet w&*
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